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Rich. I,no; n6,X : for I muft nothing bee : 
'Therefore no,no, for I refigne to thee. 
•Now, marke me how I will vndoe my felfe. 
I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head, 
? And this vnwierdic Scepter from my Hand, 
jThe pride of Kingly fway From out my Heart. 
jWith mineowne leaves I waih away my Balme, 
With mine owne Hands 1 giue away my Oownc, 
With mine ownc Tongue denic my Sacred State, 
With mine owne Breach releafe all dutious Caches ; 
All Pompe and Maidtie 1 doe ForiWesre : 
My Manor$,Rcr^s,R*uer>tfc->,l forgoe ; 
MyAa%^ectH\safH^Srr.tutesIdenie: ' RfioJ 
Gqd : {&nterj ^(^ehes-that aie broke to rriee, 
jGo'd keepc all VoWfs Vribroke are made to thee. 
^Make me,that notbK^h'aue,wkh nothing grieu'd, 
. And thou with all pleai'd^that haft all atchieu'd. 
^Ldri^rnay'ft thou Hue in Richards Scat to in, 
*And foone lye Richard tri an EarthiePit. 
jGod faue King Hfnryyn-K'xhgd Richard fayes, 
[And fend him many yeeres of Sunne-frrine dayes- 
| What more temaines ? 

North. ? No more : bin that you ren.de 
Thefe Aceufations, and thefe grieuous Grymes, 
Committed by your Per fori, and your followers, 
Againft theState,andPr6fitof this Land : 
•That by confefling thero 3 thc Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd . 

Rich. Muft I doe fo f and muft I rauell out 
My weau'd-vp folly es ? Gentle Korthnmberland, 
If thy Offences were vpon Record, 
Would it not fliame thee,in fo faire a troupe, 
To reade a Lecture of them ? If thou would'ft, 
There ftiould'ft thou finde one heynous Article, 
Contayning the depafing of a King, 
And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 
Mark'd with aBIotjdamn'd in thcBookeof Heauen. 
Nay, ; all of you/chat Hand and looke vpon me, 
WhiTft that my wretchedneffe doth bait my felfe, 
Though fome of you,with Pi/ate, wafli your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittie : yet you PiUtcs 
Hauehere deliuer'd me to my fowrcCroffe, 
And Water cannot wafh away your finne. 

North, My Lord difpatch,rea^eo're thefe Articles. 
Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Teares,! cannot fee: 
And yet fait- Water blindes them not fo much, 
But they can fee a fort of Tray tors hero. 
Nay,if I rurne mine Eyes vpon my felfe, 
I finde my felfe a Tray tor with the reft : 
Fori haue giudn here my Soules confent, 
=T'vndeck the pompous Body of a King ; 
Made Glory bafe ; a Soueraigntie,a Slaue ; 
Trowd Maieftie,aSubie£t; State,aPefant. 
North. My lord. 

RfcU No Lord of thine>tnou haught-inful ting man 
*No,nor no mms Lord i I bnue no Name,no Title; 
No, not th'at'Name was graen me at the Font, 
But 'tis vfurpt : alack the heauie day, 
That J haue Wtr?rie fomany Winters out, 
And know not now,what Name to call my felfe* 
Oh,that I were a Mockeric, King of Snow, 
Standing before the Sunne of Bullingbroohe y 
To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. 
Good Kjng>gre2t King, and yet not greatly good, 
-And if my woird be Sterling yet in England, 
Let it command a Mirror hither ftraight, 



That it may fhew me what a Face I haue 

Since it is Bankrupt ok his Maieftie. 

Bull. Goe fome ofyou>and fetch a Looking 2 
North.Re&d ore this Paper,while y Ghff f " ; ^ 
£/^.Ficnd,thou torments me,ere 1 come t u*^ 
BhH. Vrge it .no more,my Lord ^^ m ^f 
North.The Commons will not then be f* c S 
Rich.lhey (hall be (aristy'd ; He reade 2S& 

When I doe fee the very Book e indeede, § ' 

Where all my finnes are writ.and that's m v frlP 

Enter mcmthtGUfc, 7 
Giue me that Glafle,and therein will! read ' 

No deeper WT4nckles yet? hath Sorrow fitud 
So many Blowes vpon this Face of mine * 

And m^'de no deeper Wounds f Oh ilattW^! h 
Like to my followers in profperitie, ° e > 

Thou do'ft beguile me. Was this Face v the Far, 

That euery day^nder his«oi!le-hold r Robfe 




manyfbllycs 
That was at laft out-fae'd by Bullwgb m h e ) 
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face, 
As brittle as theGIory,is the Face, 
For there it is, crackt in an hundred /niuerj 
Marke filent King^the Morall of this fporr"/ 
How foone my Sorrow hath deftroy'd my Face. 

Bull. The fiiadow of your Sorrow hath deflrovM 
The fliadow of your Face. ^ 

Rich. Say that againe. 
Thelliadowof my Sorrow ; halt's fer, 
Tis very true, my Griefe lyes all v/ithiri, ? 
And thefe external! manner of Laments, 
Are meerely fli3dowes,to the vnfeenc Griefe, 
That fwelis with fiknceiii thetornrr'd Sonle/ ' 
There lyes the fubftancc ; f Jrl3Trhankc checking 
For thy great bountie,that not onelygTu'ft 
Mecaufc to wayle, but teacheft me the way 
How to larnent the caufe. He begge one Boone, 
And then be gone 5 arid ! tVouble you no more. 
Shalllobtaineit^ 

Bull. Nameit,faireCJufin f 

T\kh. Faire Coufin ? 1 am gt carer then a King? 
For w hen 1 was a King,my flatterers 
Were then but fubiedts ; being now a fubicft, 
I haue a King here to my flatterer : 
Being fo great 3 I haue no necde to begge, 

3uU. Yetaske, 

Rich. And (hall I haue i 

Ball. Youfhall. 

Rich. Then giue me leauc to goe. 
BuB. Whither? 

Rich. Whither you wilI,fo I were from your fights. 

Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him totheTower, 

Rich. Oh good: coriuey: Cdnueyersarcyoual!, 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall; 

BulLOn Wednefday next, we folcmnly fetdownc 
Our Coronation: Lords^repareyourfelues, Sxcmt, 

Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we here beheld. 

O/.Thc Woes to comc,the Children yet vnborne, 
Shall feele this day as (harpe to them as Thorne. 

tsfum. You holy Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
To rid the Realfric of this pernicious Blot. 

tsibbot. Before i freely fpeake my minde herein, 
You {hall not onely take trie Sacrament^ 
To bury mine intents,but alfo to effefi 

What 
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.t rtiall happen to dcuifc. 
Wbat ^Brow« arefull of Difcontent, 
I/* C rt of So«o W> and your Eyes of Tcares; 

3fliewvsalIafP«ryday, 


Exeunt. 


Enter Queeue ,and Ladies. 
0 This way the King will come: this is the way 
To ^^«ill-ereacd Tower: 
jowhofe flint Bofome,my condemned Lord 


tore letVs reft.if this rebellious Earth" 
Haue any reftmg for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Richard, and Cjuard. 
But fofc,buc fee, or rather doe not fee, 
My faire Role wither : yet looke vp ; behold, 
That you in pittie may diffolue to dew, 
And wadihiffl frefh againe witn true-loue Tcarcs. 
Ahchou,the Modcll where old Troy did (land, 
Thou Mappe of Honor^thou King Richards Tombe, 
And not King Richard: thou moft beauteous Inne, 
Why fliould hard-fauor'd Griefe be lodg'd in thee, 
VVhcn Triumph is become an Ale-houicGuert* 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe 5 faire Woman, do not fo, 
To make my end too fudden : learne good Soulc, 
To thinkc our former State a happie Dreatne, 
From which awak'd,thc truth of what we are, 
Shcwesvsbut this, I am fworne Brother (Sweet) 
TogrimNecefiTitie; andheeand I 
Will keepe a League till Death* High thee to France, 
And Cloy fter thee in fome Religious Houfe : 
Ourholy hues muft winne a new Worlds Crowne, 
Which cur prophane hcures here haue ftricken downe. 

gu. What,i3 my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transform'djand weaken'd 1 Hath Btitlingbrooke 
Depos'd thine Intellect ? hath ht beene in thy Heart ? 
The Lyon dying,thru(teth forth his Paw, 
And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,with rage 
Tobeo're-powr'd : and wilt thou,Pupill-likc, 
Take thy Correction mildly, kiffe the Rodde, 
And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 
Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beafts ? 

Rick A King of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts, 
Ihad beene ftill a happy King of Men. 
Good(fomctime Qiiecne)prcpare thee hence for France: 
Thinkelam dead,and that euen here thou tak'ft, 
As from my Death-bed t my laft liuing leaue. 
In Winters tedious Nights fit by rhc fire 
With good old fulkes, and let them tell theeTales 
Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide : 
And ere thou bid good-night,to quit their griefe, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, 
And lend the hearers weeping to their Bed$ : 
For why? the fenceletTe Brands will fympathize 
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue, 
And in €otnpaiTion,wcepe the fire out : 
And forre will mourne in afhes,fome coale-black, 
for the depofing of a rightfull King. 

Enter Northumberlvd. 
Nortb.Uy Lord,themind of Bt<liwgl.ro;ke is dr 


d aPrifoner a by prowd Bullwgbrooke. 
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You muft to Pomfret,not vnto the Tower. 
And Madame,there is order ta'nc for you : 
With all fwift fpced,you muft away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland,i\\o\\ Ladder wherewithal! 
The mounting "Bullingbrooke afcends my Throne, 
The time (hall not be many houres of age, 
More then it is,ere foulc finne, gathering head, 
Shall breake into corruption: thou fhalt thinkc, 
Though he diuidc the Realmc,and giue thee halfe, 
It is too little,helping him to all : 
He (hall thinkc, that thou which know'ft the way 
To plant vnrightfull Kings,wilt know againe, 
Being ne're fo little vrg'd another way, 
To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne. 
The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Fcare ; 
That Fearc,to Hate ; and Hate turnes one,or both, 
To worthieDanger,and deferucd Death. 

North. My guilt be on my Head,and there an end : 
Take leaue,and part,for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly diuorc'd?(bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage ; 'twixt my Crowne,and me, 
And then betwixt me.and my marryed Wife. 
Let me vn-kifie the Oath 'twixt thee,and me ; 
And yet not fo,for with a Kiffe 'twas made. 
Part v$ y Nortbfimbertavd: I, towards the North, 
Where fhiucring Cold and Sickneffe pines the Clyme : 
My C^jcene to France : from whence, fct forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet May ; 
Sent back like HollowmaSjOr fhort'ft of day» 

And muft we be diuided ? muft we part ? 
Rich. I,hand from hand(my Loue)and heart fro heart. 
(hi. Banifh vs both,and lend the King with me* 
North. That were fome Loue,but little Polliey, 
g>h. Then whither he goes,thuher let me goe. 
RichSo two together weeping,make one W oe. 
Weepc thou for me in France; I,tor thee heere : 
Better farre off, then neere,be ne're the ncere* 
Goe^count thy W ay with Sighes ; I,mine with Groanes. 
Qh^. So longeft Way fhali haue the longcft Moancs. 
1^/^.Twice for one ftep lie groane,y* Way being fhort, 
And pcecc the Way out with a heauie heart. 
Come.come^n wooing Sorrow let's be bricfe, 
Since wedding it.thcre is fuch length in Griefe : 
^One Kifle ILall ftop our mouthes, and dumbely part ; 
Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart. 

Qtt. Giue me mine owne agaiue:*twcre no good part, 
To take on me to keepe^nd kill thy heart. 
So,now I haue mine ownc againe,bc gone, 
That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

Rich.Wc make Woe wanton with this fond delay : 
Once more adieu; the reft,let Sorrow fay. Exeunt. 


ScoenaSecunda. 


Enter Yorke>a*d his Dnchejfe. 

DuchMy Lord,you told me you would tell the reft, 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off, 
Of our two Coufins comming into London. 

Torkc. Wheredidllcaue? 

Ducb. At that fad ftoppe,my Lord, 
Where rudt linf-gouen^d hands, from Windowes tops, 
Th cw liuff and tubbifh on King Richards head* 

d 3 T<?r%.Then 
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